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He slumped into his seat, his body awash with pain and his head spinning from the incredibly journey he had 
just been on All to retrieve that bag. 

He'd been in a car accident, run a great distance, set himself on fire, been beaten by an angry mob, thrown 
himself into a pool of water - all for whatever it was that was in that bag. Whatever it was that was so 
important to them. 

What on earth could it be, that Metallica themselves could not retrieve. 


The stadium was eerily silent. It was just Trip, the bag and the stage. 


He needed to rest, he needed to recover, he felt like getting up and walking out, after all there was no one 


worth sticking around for. But curiosity compelled him to stay. After all, why were the 3 stools and the kit stil 


out? 


The came onto the stage quickly, just the four of them, James and Kirk with their guitars and Rob with his 


bass. 


They each gave the bag a look over but none of them opened it or even touched it. They just took to their 
stools and it wasn't long before they began to play the opening bars of Orion. 


They played it comfortably and flawlessly, James hid his eyes behind dark shades. They slotted together 
perfectly, the four of them. And yet, no sign of what was in the bag. 


Trip felt as though he were glued to his seat, and in that moment all the pain of his ordeal had begun to wash 


away. 


The music slowed and Rob took the lead. Trip relaxed in his place and for the first time all evening, he felt 


calm. 
He felt a hand on his shoulder, startled, he looked over to his right to see who it belonged to. 
And there he was. 


Though they'd never met before, Trip instantly recognized him. The long browny-red hair, cowboy hat, bell 
bottoms, tall and lanky. 


But it wasn't possible. 
Cliff had died many many years ago. 
And still there he was. 


"Hey man," he said with a booming great smile. 

Trip said nothing, he was in a total state of shock 

Cliff had his hand firmly on Trip shoulder and sort of nodded along to the beat. 

"You got the bag, right?" he asked. Trip nodded. He could feel Cliff's fingers wriggle slightly on his shoulder, 
almost as if he were playing along. 

"Thanks man," he said. 

"For what?" Trip asked, finally finding his voice. 


Cliff stood up as if to go. 


"For bringing me back." 


Cliff started walking down the aisles as if he were moving toward the band, but as soon as he was 5 rows 


ahead, he disappeared. 


What had been in the bag? Cliff. Cliffs spirit. And Trip had been the one, after all these years, to return it to 
where it belonged. With Metallica. 


